Overnight 

-See if you can get that clock radio set. Breakfast Fundraiser with Chicken 
Factory execs at seven. 

-Wake up to buzzer or music? 

-Check out the selection. 

-How’s this? 

-Sounds pretty throat-o profundo. 

-It’s about the Cross. Carrying it. The job ain’t no way done. 

-Try another. Oldies be good. 

-Uh uh. Whole fuckin chorus belting. Cross again. Lady saw it in Dollar 
Sine all going totally apeshit about her vision: flaming sucker ‘midst 
the Little Debbies! 

-One more. 

-Hell rant! Send money before you’re incinerated. 


-Buzzer then. Just give up! Area picturesque, anyway. 


-Can’t get off with just saying that. You must answer the question: Is it 
simple piety herein fuckin exemplified, or wallowing nose-high in liquid shit? 


-Latter. Then again, I’m not running for president. 


-This time. 


